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"YOON muſt my lov'd companion ſhare | 
HA With me the realms of wordy War, 
Where reſtleſs diſcords reign, 
And where the long-rob'd tribe, with noiſe, 
Loud clamour, and contentious voice, 


The futile ſtrike maintain. 


How: 


i483 4 
. 


= , 
3+ 
A 
.Y 
F 
. 
f J 
STAY 
: * 
v; N 
F 
* 
1 
1 $6x 
4 
we: 
1. 
"ft 
+ 
* 7 
_ 
1 * 
1AM 
- 
483 
4 
1 
14 
+ 
a > 
1 
+. 
. 
/ 
"RY 
- Ly 
2 "= 
3 
* 5 
D 
1 
on 
"I 
8 
| of 
: 
1 
no 
2 4 
4 
* 
11 :4 
4 
'S 
. 


How bleſt are they, who, gently laid 
Beneath ſome elm-tree's ſpreading ſhade, 
Recline the livelong day, 


Sacred the hour to honeſt J oy, 
Whilſt the harmonious Muſe i 18 by, 
And n the * lay: 


Whilt, maugre night, or ſickly dew, 


My darling genius I purſue, 
O ever-grateful theme! 


Pre in each hill I ſee; 


And ev'ry fountain ſeems to me 


Fair Ad ANIPPE's ſtream. 


For me the fragrant breath of Morn 
Exhales freſh ſweets from ev ry hn 
And ſcents the op'ning role : 
For me the Streams meand ring led, 
As tinkling o er their pebbly bed, 


Inſpire a ſoft repoſe. 
2 Theſe 


* 


Theſe cares could once your friend reſtrain: 
With theſe calm pleaſures of the plain 

I paſs'd the ſummer oer; 
_ Whilſt mild Fa voxius' gentle air 
Forbade the bluſt'ring winds to war, 


Tempeſtuous ſtorms to roar. 


Though ceas d the weſtern gales to blow, 
Though clad the ſtraw-roof'd cot with ſnow, 
And winter's ſtorms begun, 
Vet then, een then, with joy I ſtay d. 
As faithful to the rural ſhade. 
As AvrTIE to the ſun; 


| Whether, all-glorious to the ſight, 
le darts his radiant rays of light 
In iam: of living fire; 
Or whether, with a milder glow, 
He paints the verdant ſcene below, 


With rapture I admire :. 
Then. 
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Then whilſt the radiant lamp of day, 
Which ſteals by flow degrees away, 

More faint, more languid grows, 
Whilſt the clouds glow with fainter light, 
The thick umbrageous glooms of night 

The beauteous landſcape cloſe. 


Grant, Heav'n | that thus my lamp of life, 
Writh'd with no agonizing ſtrife, 
Thus gently would decay: 


Thus wrapp'd in peace and ſlumb' ring eaſe, 


By mild decline and flow degrees, 


Steal unperceiv'd away. 


Yes, Oh 1 be mine thy mildeſt ln 
Great Gop of Light | thy ſultry gleams 
O far from me diſplay. _ 
Thy fires on proud OLvmevs ſhed, 
Who lifts exultingly his head 
In all the glare of day. 


ODE 


„ 1 


„„ We 


4 FRAGMENT, imitated, and addreſſed tc 


SENSIBILITY. 


OUNTAIN of Tears, whoſe ſource 1 18 plac d 
F In the truly- virtuous breaſt, 
In that cyer- peaceful cell 
With Grace and Innocence you dwell, 
And there remain, till n Worth 

Or i injur d Virtue call you forth ; 

O then in liberal ſtreams you flow, 
Kind tribute to the ſuff rer's woe 
Quick flows the ſtream when call d by re 


Heav'n-born SENSIBILITY. 
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'Tis by the paths which thou haſt trod 


That man draws nearer to his Gon : 


For more than Glory's living blaze, 


More than the Throngs which ſwell his praiſe, 


More than the dreadful T hunder's roar, 

More than the vivid Light ning s pour, 

More than Vengeance s lifted rod, 
Mercy is the type of Gop--- 

Sweet, ſmiling Mercy ſprings from thee, | 


Heav' n-born SENSIBILITY. 


Vou purge the ſoul from kindred clay, 
And cleanſe the earthy dregs away 
You free the mind from Sin's controul, 
And wake the virtues of the foul: 
For as the Wealth which mines produce, 
Till call'd by Labour forth to uſe, 


Lies buried, uſeleſs and unſeen : 


So oft fair Virtue's ſeeds remain, 


Lie flumb'ring, till rous'd up by thee, 


Heav'n-born SENSIBILITv. 
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Happy 


n 
Happy the man whoſe tranqu il breaſt 


Can boaſt thee, ever-honour'd gueſt | 
Parent of Virtue, Nymph divine, 
Deign, O deign to dwell in mine! 
And, Oh, if Pride, too · worldly Care, 
Or 1 IMP10US Av'rice harbour there, 
O!] thy celeſtial aid impart ; 
Enter, and humanize my heart, 
My panting heart, which longs for thee, 
Heav'n-born Sens181L1TY. 5 


Come then, fair Nymph, and Oh, if Pride 
Have turn d my youthful ſteps aſide; 

If ever That has clos d my car 

Againſt the weeping Orphan $ prey r, 

Oh pity” and thy aid impart, 

To purge from ſin my pride-ſwoln heart: 
Forgive; for, in this tranſient ſpan, 

Error is the lot of man | 
Forgive; and, Oh, draw near to me, 
Heav'n-born SENSIBILITY 
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Ves, O my foul if aged Grief 


With trembling voice, implore relief, 


Give it quickly, give it ſoon, 

Coldly wait not to be won 

By humble pray'r, the bended knee, 
Vnſeemly boon from Age to thee ; 
But learn that reverence is due 
| To the hoary head from you: 

My ſoul from vain Ambition free, 


Heav n- born SENSIBILITY. 


If Oftentation's glaring rays, 

Or the Love of human Praiſe, 
Are the ſprings from whence proceed 
Each fair and goodly-ſeeming deed ; 

If theſe the ſources are within, 


Then our holy things are ſin: 


By mortals our reward 1s giv'n, 
Loſing the reward of Heay'n. 
Such breaſts were never warm'd by thee, 


Heav'n-born SENSIBILIT y. 


9 : O lead 


EW 
O lead me to the peaceful cell | 
Where all the human Virtues dwell ! 


O lead me far from Faction's voice, — 
From giddy Tumults, ſenſeleſs Noiſe, 4 
From Pride, from Luxury, and Strife, 
And all the vain Purſuits of Life. 

There the loud din of bart'ring Towns, ö 
The ſtill, ſmall Voice of Reaſon drowns. = 
Let me, O let me dwell with Thee, 


Heav'n-born Sens1B1LITY. 6 
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\ELL me, Oh tell me, Nymph divine, 
Srxixq, with whom fair VENUS ſtrays, 


For whom the Grove s fair Songſters j join 
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Their little notes in praiſe, 
| Sweetly pleaſing whilſt they ſing, 
Welcome, welcome, genial Spring | 


| Tell me, docs the tuneful Maid 
| Slumber in Oblivion's ſhade ? 


Or 


. 

Or does wild, wand' ring Faney ſtill 

Poſſeſs my ZernvyrINUs' foul? 

By each green feat, each tinkling rill, 

Does he own the mild controul ? 

High tow'rs his fong ? or does he languiſh 


To the plaintive voice of Anguith, 


Forgetful of his wand'ring fnend, 
| Whole footſteps ſtray o'er Claſſic land? 


Le ſolemn Pines which Faunus loves, LO. 
And thou, ſweet Axio, wand'ring Stream, F j 
Ye bow'ry Shades, and verdant Groves, « 
For ye have heard his name, —— 
To all the beauteous landſcape I appeal :--- 
Each Grove, each Mount, each Stream can tell 
How oft they ve heard his name around, 


Whilſt Echo's voice return'd the ſound. 


T © 
For oft, ah! oft each ſacred Maid 
Of the ſlow Stream, which trickles by, 
Have heard me where once Hox ace ſtray d, 
Darling Son of Harmony: | 
Still, as he ſung, th' enraptur'd Plains 
Liſten'd in ſilence to his ſtrains, 
And (ſo the Muſe's facred will) 

The beauteous ſcene retains them ſtill. 

Whilſt I hear, and whilſt I ſee, | 
Every grove and every ſpring 
Full of ſweeteſt harmony, TILE 
With rapture touch'd I ing ! : 
Each landſcape glows with muſeful fires, 
And Puczus ev'ry dream inſpires. 
All is harmonious, full of Thee, 
Daughter of Grace, tweet Poetry. 


* 
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Uriuen at te C HART RE USE. 


K Genius, hear a Wand'rer's pray 'r, 
Thou, whoſe ſtrict mandate dictates here, 
And ſways this awful place, 


Whoe'er thou art; (but no weak power, 
No ſtrengthleſs arm can govern o'er 


This vaſt ſtupendous mals. 


Theſe pines which mock the force of bet, 

Whole branches make a noon- day night, 

And ſcorn meridian Pow'r; 

Thi: n which ruſhing headlong roar, 

The low-brow'd rocks, which tremble o'er 

The bottomleſs Obſcure : | 
0 


"Theſe 
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Theſe nodding rocks, theſe foaming floods, 
' Theſe ancient venerable woods, 
A ſtronger awe impart, 
The Gop, the preſent Gop declare, 
More ſtrong, more plain, than all the fair, 
The polith'd works of art.) 


Oh hear, great Genius of this place, 


And wrap in thy ſerene embrace 

A melancholy Swain ; ; 
One who hath forrowing long purſu d, 
With tears hath ſought for Solitude, 
But ſought, alas, in vain! 


For, ah! his ſoul, that ſoul which loves 
The purling ſtreams and thady groves, 
And ſhuns the whirl of life, 
Fate, unpropitious Fate hath drawn 
Far from the ſtill, the peaceful lawn, 
To empty noiſe and Arrife: : 


RE | 


Oh 


. 19 J 


Oh hear, all-gracious Father, hear, 


My darling wiſh, my fondeſt pray 'r, 
8 e In Wrne ſequeſter'd place, 
&« Far, far from giddy crowds and ſtrife, 
O let me paſs my ev'n of life, 


« There ſink into my grave in peace!“ 


DEATH. H SPANIET. 
See M SON li of. CK A v. 


HERE Ar rs high-heap'd on Alps ariſe, 
And wonders preſs the aching eyes, 


A eee clime, 


Where Fancy, Nature's darling child, 
Frolics regular and wild, 
Majeſtic and ſublime : 


Twas 


1 


Twas when the Sun's reſplendent beams, 


At noon-tide hour, with ſultry gleams, 
In radiant glories play, 

When hills of everlaſting froſt, 

Where wonder is in wonder loſt, 


Reflect a ſplendid ray; 


FipeLio, hapleſs Wand' rer, ftray'd 
Beneath the Pine- trees ſolemn ſhade, 
Beneath a Maſter's eye, 
Loaded with arms, t the menial Train, 
Surrounding, promis 'd, but in vain, 


Profound Security. 


His waving Tail, his ſparkling Eye, 
Plainly declar'd his inward joy; 

He bark'd and bark'd again. 
Alas ! what flender bounds divide, 
How near, how cloſely are allied 


Th' Extremes of Joy and Pain 


oor 


Poor hapleſs Dog, no more muſt thou 


Behold the lov'd, benignant brow 


* thy benignant Lord! 
Ah, doom d, alas ! no more to Mare 
Thy Maſter's Love, thy Maſter's Care, 
_ Thy Maſter's bounteous Board. 


Forth ruſh'd from the impending wood, 
Athirſt for carnage, ſlaughter, blood, 


A Wolf of hideous ſize; 4 
Ah, poor Fipzr 10 'twas thy doom, 
Thy hapleſs fortune, to become 

The Monſter's Sacrifice. 


| To tear thee from the Jaws of Fate, 


Ah, vain were arms! they came too late, 


Too las aſſiſtance tried! 


. Thrice loud he ſhriek' d, but ſhriek'd 1 in vain 4 
Thrice Echo gave the ſound again, 


And at the Third he died. 


Learn 


L 28: | 
Learn hence, ye Great, what Woes decreed, 


| What Sorrows hang o'er evry Head, 
| Ofer evry State below: 


Learn hence to guard 'gainſt Fortune's wiles, 


For oft her faireſt, brighteſt Smiles 
Are Harbingers of Woe. 


* with riſing Grief Lery, 
Accept this tributary Sigh, 
This tributary Tear! 
Ah, lure, Poor Animal, to you 
Theſe little humble Rites are due, 
| To Worth like thine ſincere. 


Scorn not my tears, ye Great, ye Vain, 


"Cauſe your proud breaſts no ſparks retain, 


No rays of Pity keep : 
With gen rous Pride I ſpeak ; for know, 
TFT but fee an Inſect's Woe, 

My pitying Soul can weep. 
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